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to gratify your taste.    The town is surrounded by a wall, the
three gates of which are shut exactly at ten o'clock, when no
bribery (as in France) can open them.    To the south of the
town is the promenade of the Genevese, a grassy plain planted
with a few trees, and called Plainpalais.    Here a small obelisk
is erected to the glory of Rousseau, and here (such is the
mutability of human life) the magistrates, the successors of
those who exiled him from his native country, were shot by
the populace during that revolution which his writings mainly
contributed to mature, and which, notwithstanding the tem-
porary bloodshed and injustice with which it was polluted, has
produced enduring benefits to mankind, which  not all the
chicanery of statesmen, nor even the great conspiracy of kings,
can entirely render vain.     From respect to the memory of
their predecessors, none of the present magistrates ever walk
in Plainpalais.    Another Sunday recreation for the citizens is
an excursion to the top of Mont Salere.    This hill is within a
league of the town, and rises perpendicularly from the culti-
vated plain.    It is ascended on the other side, and I should
judge from its situation that your toil is rewarded by a delight-
ful view of the course of the Rhone and Arne, and of the
shores of the lake.    We have not yet visited it.    There is
more equality of classes here than in England.    This occa-
sions a greater freedom and refinement of manners among the
lower orders than we meet with in our own country.    I fancy
the  haughty English  ladies  are greatly disgusted with this
consequence  of  republican   institutions,  for  the  Genevese
servants complain very much of their scolding, an exercise of
the tongue, I believe, perfectly unknown here.    The peasants
of Switzerland may not however emulate the vivacity and grace
of the French.    They are more cleanly, but they are slow and
inapt.    I know a girl of twenty who, although she had lived
all her life among vineyards, could not inform me during what
month the vintage took place, and I discovered she was utterly
ignorant of the order in  which the months succeed one
another.   She would not have been surprised if I had talked
of the burning sun and delicious fruits of December, or of